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OF 


A DEBATE, &c. 


FTER dining the other day with my td 


friend Will Trope of Lincoln's Inn, I pro- 
poſed an excurſion to the Theatre; but he ex- 


cuſed himſelf by aſſuring me, that being Thurſ- 


day, he could not poſſibly abſent himſelf from 
Coachmakers-hall, ſo begged I would accompany 
him thither. I am always agreeable, ' as the ladies 
ap, ſo reſolved to be of the party, and away we 
went. 


After a dirty walk, we were admitted, through 
the mediation of ſixpence, into a ſpacious rooms 
well lighted up, and uncommonly crowded. The 


group was one of the moſt whimſical Thad ever 
B ſeen, 


— 
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ſeen, and the countenances were in general divi- 
ible into the claſſical, the ſupereilious, and the va- 


cant, and the ranks would have been equally diſ- 
tinguiſhable, but that our introductory ſixpences, 
like death and ſtage- coaches, had levelled all dif- 
tinctions, and joſtled wits, lawyers, politicians, 
and mechanics, into the confuſion of the laſt day. 
My friend very obligingly opened to me the Dra- 
matis perſonæ, and informed me who was moſt 
approved in declamation, and who was the keeneſt 
at reply ; when ſuddenly every one took his ſeat, 

and Mr. CHRISTOPHER CLIMAx, who always pre- 
fides there, having taken the chair, addreſſed him- 


ſelf as follows. 


5 Gentlemen 
© Before we enter upon the debate of this 


_ evening, I ſhall beg leave to ſtate a few queſ- 


cc tions which have been handed up to the chair, 


and only await your approbation to be ſet down 


« for argument.” 


Theſe were propoſed in the following order: 


s it moſt ſalutary to clean your teeth with 


7 ie or Kian- pepper?“ 


Does not that cuſtom which precludes a vir- 
« tuous 


({3; 2 
« tyous woman from ſewing: her legs, originate 
« in falſe delicacy ?” 


% Whether is it moſt politic in a Miniſter to 
tc tax porter or table-beer ?” 


« Whether is it moſt derogatory to the dignity 
© of man, to be Kicked down ſtairs, or tofſed out 
te af Window f” 


Whether is a jack boot a ſimple or complex 
cc idea? 


«© Does not the heterogenous concomitancy of 
a role and treacle manifeſtly militate againſt the 
eternal fitneſs of things ?” 


Theſe queſtions being all received by a great 
her of hands, Mr. Preſident proceeded to name 
the following queſtion for immediate diſcuſſion. 


Does not /browing at cocks on Shrove Tueſday 
te threaten a general countenance of the Popiſh te- 
© nets, and ultimately to bring in the Preten- 
« ger?” 


Silence enſued the propoſing this queſtion for 
about the ſpace of half an hour, when I, at length, 
ſaw, to my unſpeakable ſatisfaction, my particular 
acquaintance Bob Argue riſe up, and deliver 

himſelf to this effect. | 
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Mr. Preſident, 


The numerous and reſpectable appearance of 
this learned ſociety indigitates in my animal frame 
a ſtupor of diffidence. The exuberances of my 
fancy, and the excentricities of my lucubratory fa- 
culties are ſempiternally devoted to the irradia- 
tion of oratory, and the elevation of ſcience. The 
ſupine langour of theſe oratorical bloſſoms in the 
garden of eloquence, creates aſtoniſhment. in my 
mental ſyſtem ; I was inducted hither by my ido- 
latry for learning, and hope I ſhall reap inſtruction 

with the fickle of my e 


The queſtion before us, gentlemen, is mixed 
and ſpeculative; it ſavours alternately of logic, 
politics, religien, and antiquity: and ſyllogiſti- 
cally conſidered, I ſhall maintain the negative ſide, 
but politically, the affirmative. Now I define a 
cock to be a vociferative, aligerenl, and matutine bi- 
pede; in throwing at cocks there is the a#io of 
the blackguard, and the paſſio of the animal. The 
ſtick, or jaculatum, is the quo modo, Shrove Tuel- 
day is the quando, or deſignatio temporis, and the 
Pope and Pretender the quibus vel quos. Having 
rar * ä what is the reſult? All 
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exerciſes. of ſuperſtition ſavour of popery, but 


throwing at cocks is an exerciſe of ſuperſtition, 
ergo throwing at cocks ſavours of popery. I 
mention theſe matters only with a view to the lo- 
gical part of this queſtion, but am of a different 
apinion in other reſpects. I think we may diveſt, 
ourſelves of apprehenſion on this ſubject, by ob- 
ſerving the ignorance of the vulgar, and that they 
have no retroſpective view to the Holy See, in 
theſe exerciſes. Now I look upon throwing at 
cocks, with regard to the robuſt tendency of all 
jaculation, to be highly commendable, rather than 
worthy of parliamentary annihilation. I grant 
that knocking gingerbread off a poſt, and throwing 
at oranges and tin boxes upon the ice, are only 
generative of idleneſs, and puerile ſatisfaction; 
but the cock being the emblem of vigilance, and 
the knocking him down a matter of ſkill, all theſe 
objections ſubſide, and ſimply conſidered, the paſ- 
time is as innocent as a game at All Fours, 


I n urge many reaſons againſt eating ſalt 
fiſh, as productive of popiſh doctrine; but when 
I conſider, on the other hand, the comburation of 
his Holineſs on the fifth of November, I think 
there is no reaſon, phyſical or rational, for the to- 
tal execration of Romiſh ceremonies. 


I have 


(ee 


-F have juſt hinted thus much to open our pre- 
ſent debate, and ſhall pay unlimitted attention to 
any ſubſequent ſuggeſtions. | fa clap. 


1 had not much time to chew the cud upon 
theſe opinions, for Mr. Giles Metaphor of the Mid- 
dle Temple roſe and harrangued as follows: | 


Mr. Preſident, 


Whholly unprepared as I am, and conſcious of 
. my own inability, I ſhould not have dared to ſpeak 
to this queſtzon, but that its importance, in a civil 
and religious view, calls for ſupport from the 
whole artillery of eloquence. Let the voluptuous 
man, fir, at other ſocieties declaim for the tranſient 
xewards of crgeat and porter, and other ſublunary 
gratifications of time and ſenſe, but my voice ſhall 
be dedicated to my country gratis, Yes, gentle- 
men !—gratis will we ſupport the cauſe—gratis 
will we rant—gretis will we ftorm—egratis will we 
feeat, ſwear, rebuke, reply, convince, —hurl the 
thunder of argument, let ruſh the torrent of re- 
proof—defend our country check monarchy— 
and ſinking ſlavery into the gulph of oblivion, 
« leave not a wreck behind.“ Le clap. 


Now with reſpect to the queſtion, I do not 
PS | mean 
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mean to trace religion back into the midoight®* 
monkiſh 'ignorance, or ſearch for the cuſtom of 
throwing at cocks in the nurſery of ſuperſtitions 
but to level my arguments againſt the bulwarks 
of popery, and prop up our liberties with the raf- 
ters of conviction. Liberty, gentlemen, is like 
à way-poſt—it directs to glory and emulation 3 
while Popery is like a /alamander—whoſe element 
is fire, and it cannot exiſt in any other. [a prodi- 
gious clap] But, ſir, ſhall we ſuffer theſe burning 
ruffians to lay their popiſh claws upon us? 
Never !—Let them go on with their perſuaſions, 
and glory in their ignorance, for they have no 
more buſineſs with Liberty, than @ toad has with a 
fide pocket. (a clap) | | 


Look into the liberties of other countries, look - 
at the petty extent of their privileges. In Portu- 
gal and Spain, they are errant ſlaves, and in France 
they have only the Statutes of Baſtille and Lettre de 
| Cachet—liberties by no means extenſive—they 
only ſavour of liberty, and are no more like Mag- 
14 Charta than a pig 1s like a fortnight. 


La vaſp. clap. 


The gentleman in the leather breeches » 1 
with much weight of argument, attempted a de- 


fence of popiſh cuſtoms, and drawn an inference. => 


front : 


F: But I am aſked whether throwing at cocks is 
5 | an 
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from the ignorance of the vulgar ; but I think 
vulgar opinion might as well be produced to 
- countenance © envy, hatred, and malice, and all 
* pr FN nach | 


My poſition, Sir, ;2-athat popery is inconſiſtent 
: with liberty. If then I am aſked whether I will 


countenance the very dawnings of papal autho- 


rity, I anſwer in the affirmative—No! There are 
many perſons who betray their weakneſs, by tole- 


rating pancakes, fritters, and hot croſs buns, and 


find a degree of ſenſual gratification in the ob- 
ſervance of feaſt-days. But remember theſe are 


only to bait the hook with, and believe me, when 
the fiſh is caught, he will be broiled for his credu- 
lity. The tradeſman who hangs out the ſign of 


the Blue Boar, may as well be ſuppoſed to ſell Blue 
Boars as the Pope to deal in niceties, becauſe the 
cheating feſtivals of Holy Church afford them. 
No! Popery—is like a fve-barr'd gale it muſt 
be entirely overleap'd; it is like a blackſmith, 

which ſoftens and ſubdues by fire; it is like birch 
room, and ſweeps down all before it; it is like a 
comet, from its fiery appendapes; it is like an % 
maid for rigor, and like a coal-pit for depth and 


_ darkneſs. (a clap] 
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an encoutagement to theſe deſperate tenets? I 
think it is; but great as the conſequence of this 
may be, I think there are other things of a more 
Beelzebubian hue. What think ye of geeſe on 
Michaelmas-day * Does not this cuſtom ſhew 
the cloven foot of popery in its moſt flagrant 
ſhape? But what do'y think of Chriftmas-boxes, 


April-fools, Minced-pies, Valentines and New Year's 
Gifts? Are not theſe © a hair of the ſame dog?” 


Believe me, we are too far gone already into 
popery to pretend to argue a caſe of conſcience, 
If any doubt of my poſition, let them look at that 
deteſted drove of outlandiſh ruffians, exceeding 
all the plagues of Egypt, called Fidlers! I bluſh 
at the name; I bluſh for you; I bluſh for my 
country. That a fidler ! the very offscowering 
of mankind ! the very offalls and garbage of hu- 
man nature, ſhould not only be borne with, but 
courted and careſſed. That ſuch a raſcal, I ſay» 
ſhould pocket thouſands, and loll in his chariot 
for rubbing horſe hair and catgut together, while 
Engliſhmen are ſhot at for ſixpence a day, and 
Engliſh artiſts ſtarve for want of countenance. 


(a ſhouting and clapping) 


[ hatea fidler, my blood riſes at afidler, Ican't bear 
C a fidler, 
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a fidler. Then there is Porkeriui and Tindulchini, 
and Eotcb, and Sachinini, and the devil knows who! 
with their damned capering and ſhivering their 
outlandiſh trotters, and their throats like à cat- 
call ! why, are not theſe ſcoundrells our diſgrace? 
Are we not degenerated into Jack-Puddings, and 
theſe the gridiron upon our backs? I fay that 
England is now no better than 4 Bar'tle'my fair; 
and when 1 ſee a great hulking fellow, of ſix foot 
and a half high, ſtriding about in a hoop petticoat, 
grinning as wide as the preſent poſition of his 
ears will admit of, and howling like the wind 
through a key-hole, I am ready to exclaim with 
the indignation of the Roman ſatyriſt, Ut ſunt di- 
vorum, Mars Bacchus, Apollo virorum. [a clap. 


My next deteſtation is a Parlyvoos ! I do abhor 
a Parlyvoos. Theſe chaps too, becauſe they frizzle 
up the modern puppies, and can ſtuff more into a 
woman's head than an Engliſhman, run away with 
all the cuſtom. I'd wear a wig to the end of eter- 
nity, before I'd encourage ſuch a parcel of va- 
grants. But your fine gentry can't be content 
with a Play, or Sadler's Wells, or Aſtley's Riding 
School! They muſt have Pantheons and Feſtinos 
forſooth, and go jiggeling with fellows to Maſque- 
rades, and make work for the Commons! I ſay 

| that 


En, 


that theſe things are downright popery! and 
ſooner than my wife ſhould flaunt it to any of 
theſe ——inos with a rakehelly maccaroni at her 
elbow, I'd ſend her to the 7ews Synagogue to hear 


high Maſs. La prodigious clap, 


Theſe are my ſentiments, Mr. Preſident, on 
this important queſtion, and I hope to find the 
ſenſe of this ſociety favorable to my opinion. 

[a long and repeated clap. 


Here enſued a pauſe of ſome minutes, when a 
Quaker being perſecuted to pull off his hat, ap- 
pealed thus to the Chair. | 


Friend Preſident, 


I do conſider myſelf aggrieved, inaſmuch as I 
am not permitted to wear, without let and Hin- 
. drance, the covering which ſhelters me in the outer 
man, I do thereupon, albeit thou doſt not in 
thine own perſon trouble me, apply unto thee, in 
thy wordly vocation, that thou wouldeſt not ſuf- 
fer the wicked to exalt their harn againſt me. 
Furthermore it behoveth me not to exerciſe judg- 
ment on my offending brother, elſe ſhould I threſſi 
for him his earthly tabernacle ; but peradventure 
| C 2 at 
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at thy reproof he will repent him of his miſdeeds, 
and then I have gained a brother. 


The ſolemnity with which this ſhort exhorta- 
tion was delivered, provoked a general laugh ; 
but order was ſoon eſtabliſhed upon Mr. Serjeant 

Grim Gribber riſing to the following purport. 


Mr. Preſident, 


I have liſtened with oontideenble attention to 
my brother in the green ſpectacles, and ſhall 
trouble the Court with a few words on the other 
fade. | 


The ſtat. 32 El. 23, 29 G. II. 14, will certainly 
warrant a great part of the learned gentleman's ar- 
gument; but ] riſe to contend, that in point of 
law, the concluſion drawn in the queſtion, is not 
relevant upon the preſent ground. The Pope is 
certainly tenant for life of the freehold, and any 
treſpaſs, nuiſance, abatement, interruption, or in- 
truſion, would amount to outer and diſpoſſæſſion. 
Now, unleſs ſome evidence is produced of actual 
mi gfeaſance on the part of the defendant, no con- 
ſtruction or intendment ſhall be 3 to Cri» 
minate him. 


Throw- 
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Throwing at cocks, may poſſibly bear ſome af- 
finity to popery ; but without an overtact of any 
intended entry on the part of the Pope, no pre- 
ſumption can legally be admitted, 


I remember, laſt ſummer, upon the Circuit, an 
old woman of ninety was indicted for being a 
witch, and averring that ſhe could fly; but, in 
point of law, my brother Jolterbead and Mr. Juſtice 
Alibi were clearly of my opinion, that ſhe muſt be 
acquitted, becauſe the indictment did not {et 
forth how far ſhe could fly. 


Again, the Pope having ſettled all his concerns 


in this country, and having ſuffered a prior inveſ- 


tigation of his right, would certainly plead autre 


foits acquit, or more properly demur to the juriſ- 


aiftion. 


The queſtion is tripartite between the Cock, 


Pope, and Pretender; but I am of opinion, that 


the two laſt are debors, the matter in efſe. Now 
ſuppoſe a caſe. A. knocks down B. in arreſting 
G. who is D. 's brother in law's ſecond wife's ſon 


by a former huſband. C. makes diſtreſs upon 


A's land for rent arrear, who replevys. F. dies, 


leaving D. tenant in tail male ſpecial. A. brings 
> | an 1 


were ſuffered, we ſnould ſoon have a man bring 
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an action againſt G. to recover certain lands in the 
manor of L. and B. brings an ejectment. 


(Cry of Queſtion, Queſtion) 


But, Sir, as to the queſtion, A cock being 
only a chattel perſonal, does not bear any appen- 
dancy to the freehold; ſtill treſpaſs, trover and 
converſion, or detinue, would lie for deprivation 


or amotion; and even indictment might be pre- 


ferred, not tending to affect life or member. But 
if any matter of a criminal nature was to be begun 


_ againſt the Pope for the diſſemination of his reli- 


gion, there muſt certaialy be a jury, not de medi- 
tate, in the uſual form, but de tertia parte, of 
Cocks, Popes, and Pretenders, which would be 
inconvenient ; and as Sir Edward Coke rightly de- 
termines,. © he /aw will rather ſuffer a wrong than 
an inconvenience.” Now, there being no evidence 
of the quo animo, the throwing is committed, a fai- 
lure in this averment would be fatal to the 
cauſe. 

Suppoſe an action was brought for breaking my 
head with a fich, do you imagine any evidence of 
a blow with a caze would be admitted? God for- 
bid] for if theſe licentious extenſions off reaſon 


an 


Cal” 


an action, ſtating a toſſing in the 5/anket in his de- 
claration, and give a Wilton carpet in evidence. 


We will, however, for once, ſuffer the law to 
look into the ſpirit and good ſenle of things, and 
taken in this view, I am abſolutely on the nega- 
tive ſide of the queſtion. How can the throwing 
at cocks be capable of introducing the evils ap- 
prehended, when the fatutes give us ample reme- 
dy againſt the cauſe ? and ſublata cauſa tollitur ef 
fectus. The Vagrant At clearly comprehends all 
diſſolute and diſorderly aſſemblings, of which 
throwing at cocks is ſurely one; and the Riot AF 
could be read no where with ſo much pro- 


priety. 


I do not apprehend that it quite falls under the 
idea of © ſtage plays, and interludes,” forbidden 
in the flatute of James; but 26 G. II. againſt 
% mulic, dancing, and ſuch like,“ poſitively in- 
cludes it. Upon this ground, therefore, I hall 
reſt the iſſue, and hope this illegal rule may be ſet 
aſide, and the former opinion quaſned. 


Mr. Serjeant was ſcarcely ſeated, when poor 
Sam Simple got up, and made the following cu- 
rious oration, 


Mr. 
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Mr. Preſident, 


I a'n't no ſcollard, like the gentleman in the 
great wig, but I thinks as how I have a right to 
talk as much as be, for I paid ſixpence to come in 
as well as be; but I ſhould not have ſaid nothing 
neither in this affair, but me'thinks I knows about 
ping at cocks as much as be. I remember what 
monſtrous good fun we had laſt Shrove Tueſday in 
our lane. My heart! what fan it was! Why we 
hd down all the cocks in the neighbourhood. 


There was Bobby Peſtle, the *potecary, my uncle 
Snuffle, and Peter Pillage, the exciſeman, and ho- 
neſt little Capzas the bailiff. How we did laugh! 
And ſo Pillage he got tipſy, and he began jawing, 
and faid as how I was a little ſniveling raſcal; and 
fo I faid as he was a raſcal, if he came to that. 
And fo he hit me a punch o' the face, and fol gin 
him another, and if it had not been for Ned Softly, 
my heart how [ would have warmed him, that I 
would! I do love Ming at cocks, that I do, be- 
cauſe it is /uch fin. And what buſineſs has the 
Pope with my cocks? I'Il ſhy at 'em for all him, 
that I will. Sure 'm an Engliſhman ; I don't 
care for the Pope, nor a'nt afeard on him, though 


Parſon Pummel-cufoion ſays he's as bad as the devil, 
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My heart what a wicked man he muſt be! 1 
wonder, now, as they don't have him before the 
Parliament, and hang him! I would I know, that 
I would. Well, I likes liberty now, and a mob to 
my heart! Dear me what fun it was laſt ſpring, 
when we broke all the windows, becauſe Admiral 
K — beat the French! How I did laugh! But 
I dare ſay there is never no mobs in France ! Lord 
' What fellows they muſt be, to be afeard! Well 
give me liberty! But perhaps this naſty Pope 
won't let us draw King and Queen o'Twelfch-day, 
or roll down Greenwich-hill of Eaſter Monday, 
nor none of them kind of things, foon! Hang 
him ! I wiſh I had him here, I'd warm him; that I 
would; for I likes a little pleaſure of that fort, 
becauſe it is ſuch fun. But I thought, Mr. Preſident, 
as how the Pretender was dead; what is there a 
neu one? Well 1 don't care, I'm reckoned a bit 
of a dab at ſhying, and I won't leave off for him, 
that I won't. 


Now I thinks as how that gentleman was very 
right, that ſaid the womens heads was too high; 
for when I went to the aſſembly at Little Horn- 
ſey, there did J pay three and ſixpence for only 
eight nights, and I could not look about for the 
D high 
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high heads! and I could name people, that, be- 
cauſe they keeps a chay, and are removed to a po- 
lite part of Felter-lane, muſt have their heads big 
enough to ſtuff a ſettee. However, I thinks as 
how they are great fools for their pains; and ſo, 
Mr. Preſident, I have ſaid my ſay, and fo I ſhan't 


take no more notice. (a hiſs) 


Several long and intereſting ſpeeches here fol- 
| lowed, and the victory ſeemed long doubtful, 
when Dick Frantic thus continued the debate. 


Mr. Preſident, 


It was far from my intention to have troubled 
this ſociety with any remarks of mine, being * 
wholly unprepared ; but I cannot ſuffer this argu- 
ment to draw towards a concluſion, without offer- 
ing my voice againſt our corrupt and traiterous 
Adminiſtration, to ſhew their evil tendency to 
ruin their country, and bring in both the Pope 
and the Pretender. I can hardly keep my temper 
while I think on our preſent affairs. Look at our 
taxes, and decline of trade, and tell me, Sir, whe- 
ther we ought to bear them. I know the venal 
Fories of the day, the hirelings of place and pen- 
ſion, are ready to mince the matter, and tell me we 

| are 
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are not yet undone, and that we have exerted 


ourſelves to the utmoſt. But I deny it; it is 
lye, and a damned lye. You may talk to me 


about taking New Vork and Long Iſland, and 
playing at loggerheads with half a dozen petty 
privateers; but I don't care that for your ſuc- 


ceſſes. 


My queſtions are theſe. Is the Congreſs to be 
hanged at Tyburn tomorrow morning? No! Is 
the King of France at the Tower in irons No! 
Is the whole Spaniſh fleet at the bottom of the 
ſea!—No! no! no! to the end of the chapter. 

IF (a clap) 

Will Adminiſtration, then, pretend to tell me 
we have kept up all the © pride, pomp, and cir- 
« cumſtance of glorious war?“ as Voltaire ſays ; 
when America is {till where it was, and France has 
ſtill a powerful fleet. But we are told about Pon- 
dicherry, and two or three of the neighbouring 
iſlands : grant that they are taken! how can we 
bring our ſugars home from thence, in ſafety, 
while the French are within gun-/hot of us at 
Grenada? What then is the French policy? 
What! why, to add this iſland to the number, 
turn us all into negroes, and plant ſugar to 
ſweeten their d—d lanthorn jaws with. Oh! 


D 2 curſe 
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curſe em! they know what they are about, 
they know on which fide their bread is buttered— - 
they have been /worn at Highgate every man John 
of em; and J had rather go to the devil for a 
twelvemonth, than have old Lewis ſet his d—d 
French hoof upon Great Britain. 


Now Tl warrant me Miniſters will tell us they 
have been deficient in their intelligence! But 
who's fault's that? Why I would nat give a ruſh 
for a Miniſter that does not know a thing, merely 
becauſe he is not told it. Then what has our fleet 
been about? Why did not we cruſh this handful 
of Mounſeers in the ſhell? Aſk your Admini- 
ſtration! Why did we ſuffer ſuch diſgrace on 
that ignominious 27th of July? Aſk your Admi- 
mirals! Why if Charles the Twelfth, or Julius 
Caſar, or Sir Robert Walpole, or any of them kind of 
people had commanded, I'll lay my life there. 
would not have been a piece of a French veſſel 
an inch long by the next morning! 


Jam neither Whig nor Tory—I am no party 
man; but I am convinced that this Miniſtry is 
like a thief in the cellar, eating up his Majeſty's 
* bowels.” Why can't this Miniſtry conquer 


France, like the Black Prince ? Becauſe they are 
| corrupt! 
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corrupt! Why can't they cruſh the rebellion in 
America as the Duke of Cumberland did that in 
Scotland? Becauſe they are corrupt! Why 
don't they hang the King of Spain? Becauſe 
they are corrupt! So we may be as certain 
of ruin as of death and old cloaths, and are all un- 
done as a man would undo an oyſter. 


What then ſignifies our ſtanding thus ſnilly- 
ſhally? I am for doing things at once; hatchet 
and halter, block and gibbet for my money! 
Have they miſcarried—hang em up! Have 
their heads been faulty—chop em off! that's 
your plan : and when once theſe revolutions have 
taken place, we ſhall have peace with all the 
world! 


Now, Mr. Preſident, had I been conſulted, I 
would have ſquared their Ps and Qs after another 
faſhion. The moment the rebellion broke out, 
here comes I, with my ſhips, and ſoldiers, ſnap up 
the ringleaders, clap 'em into a cart, like a diſa- 
greeing jury, bring em over—try em at the Old 
Bailey, and tuck em up! What would Mounſeer 
have ſaid? Would he have taken their parts 
think'y? Not a bit o'nt—he'd have made his 
bow, and hopp'd off, believe me ; and then, in- 
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ſtead of theſe taxes, and bankruptcies, and inva- 
ſions, we ſhould have kept our money in our poc- 
kets, and our heads upon your ſhoulders, that's 
all! But Miniſtry, Sir, have played their cards 
in a very different ſtyle, and now we depend on 
our militia to fave our throats, —Shame and con- 
fuſion ! 


_ » Temple-bar, Sir, is (as it were) wrru CHILD, and 
tongs for their heads. Let us not withhold 'em! 
leſt it produce a monſtrous bifth | No! let us 
facrifice theſe traitors to our juſt revenge, attone 
for the blood and treaſure they have expended, 
and glory in the re-eſtabliſhment of aur liberties 
and laws. | 


: But, Sir, apropos to this ſubject. My grand- 
mamma, who has a ſweet taſte for poetry, and is a 
deem the very back bone, has couched theſe 


flame ſentiments in a more elegant manner 


throughout an ode to the New Year ; which, with 
the permiſſion of Mr. Preſident, I ſhall have the 
honor to read, 


(Hear him, hear him). 


F - 
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ODE to the NEW YEAR. 
As it ought to have been performed at St. James's, 


Tune—< O my kitten, my kitten,” 


, 


O the devil, the devil, 

O! the devil, the d. 
Such a New Year as this 
Would a blind man gladly ſee. 


— 


CHORUS. 


Here are we dead at a ſtop, 

And there we fink deeper and deeper, 
Little 6s as ſound as a top, 

And his Primate an excellent ſleeper. - 
| Fol de rol lol de rol lol. 


Oh, that matters are right, | 
Oh, that ſubjects are weighty ! 
Who would not covet to live 

In feventeen hundred and eighty ? 
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Cruonrvs. 
Parliaments Jquabble and gabble, 
Miniſters wonder and flare, 
Fleets they go backwards and "EA 


And troubles remain 4 they were. 
Fol de rol, Cc. 


Oh my Jemmy, my Jemmy, 
Oh my Jemmy my deary ! 
Such a FixsT LoRD as this 

Is neither far nor neary. 


Crorvs: 
Here's an 1NFER10R fleet 
With an ADMIRAL wrapt up in Flannel, 
Hrn E we get knock d o' the head, 


And THERE they come into the Channel. 
a Fol de rol, &c. | 


Oh how bloody and ſtout 

Fight the Commanders in id! 1 
Oh, what ſolid remains 

Of the ſpirit of Britiſh roaſt ef... 


Cn o- 
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Here we hurry and ſcurry, 
Our cowardly enemies ſcorning, 
Hee run away over night, 


And THERE we wait till next morning. 
Fol de rol, &c. 


Oh, for gibbet and block ! 

Oh, for hatchet and cleaver ! 
Oh, what a gentle knock 
Would prove a kind reliever, 


| CHoRUs. 
Here d lop em and chop em, 
And brigg their heads on a level; 
uld lead up the dance, 
to the devil. 


I 
\ 


Oh, how pretty, how pret!y, 
Oh, what King could refuſe 
To prance it about a whole ſummer 
Io army and navy reviews ? | 


i | F. * L Cno- 


* 


Nel de rol, Gc. 


* 
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Cnonvs. 


Here we make ſuuſſers and buftons, E 
(Since K**gs muſt have ſomething t 990) 
Here we play the band organ, 2s 
Aud gallop N Winpson to Kew. . | 


Oh, what a golden age, 

Oh how buxom and funny ! 

This is the way for a land 

e To be flowing with milk and honey.” 


* 2 F \ 


CHORUS. 


There we're demoliſh'd,  aboliſh'd, 
And not in a way to — 575 „ — 
Hollo, boys, the * 


Let us all run away by th iigh- 
FIN 7 o de rol rol deat lol de rol lol. 


om” 


I ſhall conclude with one general propoſal o 
public accommodation; let us join the Ruſſians 
to conquer France and Spain; let us call in the 
Grand Signior, to lay our kingdom of Ireland 
under the yoke ; let us raiſe a monument it 


Weſtminſter-abbey to the memory of John the 
Painter, bribe D'Eſtaing to blow up his who 


fleet, and make Paul Jones chief Juſtice of the 
King' 
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King's Bench ! Then ſhall we flouriſh, then ſhall 
we bloſſom, and emulate the Greek and Roman 
name, 


Another gentleman was riſing to reply, but 


Mr. Preſident, finding the evening far advanced, 
proceeded to put the queſtion ; which was car- 
ried in the negative, After complimenting mathy 
of the ſpeakers for their warmth and ingenuity, 
he diſmiſſed the aſſembly, with the ſubject of next 
Thurſday's debate, viz. 


© Whether is it beſt to ſhave your head with a 
ce brick-bat, or a glaſs-bottle ?” 
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